Pushing the “Submit” Button
I have only had my life flash before my eyes on one occasion.  I was serving as a missionary in Santiago, Chile.  My companion was the mission president’s daughter and we had been invited to spend the weekend at the mission home.  Elder Richard G. Scott of the Quorum of the Twelve and his lovely wife were visiting the mission and we had the opportunity to have dinner and play games with them one evening.  The next morning as we were eating breakfast, Elder Scott said to me, “Herman Benson, could you join me for an interview in the next room?”  I of course said yes, and as we walked down the hallway, I literally had a clear vision of everything I had ever done in my entire life. He has such a penetrating gaze and I knew he could see right through me.  

He is an incredibly kind man and we had a wonderful visit together.  At the end of our discussion, he said, “Is there anything you would like to ask me?”  I was dumbfounded. I was being asked by an apostle of God if there was anything I would like to ask him!  I mumbled a few incoherent words and then simply said, “How can I make sure that I make it back to the Celestial Kingdom?”  He replied, “Just find out what the will of the Lord is in your life and do it.”  Now, thirty years later, I realize just how profound and correct his counsel was.

Today I would like to talk about submitting our will to the will of the Lord.  We each have a plan for our lives, based on our limited years of mortal experience. God also has a plan for each of our lives, based on his perfect knowledge of the preexistence, this mortal life, and the life to come.  His plans often involve adversity that we don’t write into our scripts. These detours can be very frustrating if not understood with an eternal perspective. He sees the finished side of the tapestry, when all we see are the bare threads on the unfinished side, which oftentimes don’t make sense. 

The following is a story told by Bishop Pulsifer at a ward conference in St. George, Utah March 29, 2015.

There was once a wise China man.  He owned a beautiful black stallion.  One day his horse ran away and his neighbor said, “I am so sorry – that is too bad that your horse has run away.”  The wise China man replied, “How do you know that it is bad?  About two weeks later the stallion returned and 15 mares followed him home.  His neighbor said, “That is so good, your horse has returned and brought you many horses that you didn’t have to pay for.  Again the wise China man said, “How do you know that is good?”  Shortly after that, his son was trying to train the mares and he broke his leg while doing that.  Again, the neighbor said, “That is too bad that your son has a broken leg,” and the wise china man replied, “How do you know that it so bad?”  The country then went to war and his son did not have to go because he had a broken leg.

Recently I had an experience that taught me a similar principle.  A heavy snowstorm had blanketed our valley and school was closed early because of the drifting snow.  My teenage daughter and I were both at the high school, so we immediately set out for home before the roads became impassable.  She drove our Suburban and I followed her in her smaller car down the half-mile lane to our home.  She managed to make it okay with the four-wheel drive, but I had the accelerator to the floor just trying to make it to the driveway.  

When I arrived in the circular driveway, I notice smoke pouring out from under the hood of the car.  I wasn’t too concerned, figuring that the radiator had overheated because of the drifts.  However, when the flames started shooting up from the front of the car, I knew we were in trouble.  We live in a forest and I was afraid the car fire would start a forest fire, so I immediately grabbed my cell phone and called my husband at work to see if I should call the fire department.  His secretary informed me that unfortunately he wasn’t there because his car had become stuck in the snow in his driveway and he was unable to come to work.  Sure enough, I looked over on the other side of the driveway and there was his car – stuck in the snow.  Because he was home, he was able to come help us with the fire.

We called 911 and the police arrived first.  They pushed my husband’s car out of the drift while we waited for the fire department to come.  When the fire fighters arrived, they were able to extinguish the flames, but not until the entire front half of the car was charred metal.  A neighbor of ours had come to help, but his pick-up truck had become stuck in the snow, so his son brought down some heavy equipment to pull him out.  Fortunately, we were able to use this heavy equipment to clear a path in the forest so the large fire truck could back out slowly since it was too big to go around the circular driveway.  It was the kind of experience that was so sad it was funny.

Here’s the point I’d like to make.  When my husband got stuck in the snow that morning, I’m sure he thought, “This is bad.”  What could be positive about getting stuck in the snow and not being able to go to work?  And yet, the Lord knew that my daughter and I would need help with a car fire later that morning, so He provided a way for my husband to be there when we needed him.

When the car caught on fire, my daughter and I both thought, “This is bad.”  What could be positive about your car burning to a crisp? And yet it turned out to be a very positive experience too.  The car was under recall because of possible engine fires, so even though the car was only worth $500, they paid us $1400 because of the recall.

By the same token, some “positive” experiences in my life have turned out to be quite negative.  When I was a missionary in Chile, I was called to serve in an area called Pichilemu. I felt like I had won the golden ticket!  It was the only area in our mission on the beach – a beautiful, quaint resort town.  The other missionaries were jealous. I could hardly wait to get started.

Pichilemu, however, turned out to be the “Liberty Jail” of my life. It was one of the lowest moments of my existence.  My companion and I struggled a great deal.  No one in the town would listen to us.  The weather was horrible and I became very, very sick.  I ended up with pneumonia, bronchitis, strep throat, a serious ear infection, and 200 flea bites. One day I actually stopped breathing, and got scared enough to call the mission doctor.  We ended up living with him and his wife for a month while they nursed me back to health.  What I thought would be a “good” experience, turned out to be an incredibly difficult situation.

My sister shared the following story about her young son.  She said, “He often gets hung up on the resurrection and how that is all going to work out.  This morning he was commenting on how much he wanted to be able to see real dinosaurs and that resurrection day was too long to wait.  He then said, ‘Jesus’ plan just isn’t working for me.” How many times have we said the same thing?

However, over the years, I have learned to trust the Lord and his timetable.  Like most people, I have learned this the hard way.

I don’t like detours.  Once while my daughter Savannah and I were shopping in Pocatello they closed I-86 and I-15 because a semi full of bees tipped over and traffic backed up for miles.  We had to go back through town during rush hour and then through Fort Hall.  I was frustrated because I couldn’t carry out my original plan.  Detours mean delays.

When I was twenty years old, I felt ready to get married.  However, I didn’t tie the knot until I was 25.  At the time, I viewed those intervening years as a curse.  I could not understand why all of my friends, roommates, mission companions, and even my younger sister were married and I wasn’t.  I shook my fist at the Lord a time or two. I was obeying the commandments and doing everything he had asked me to do. Why wouldn’t he bless me?

I realize now that those years of being single were one of the greatest gifts I’ve ever received from God. I was able to serve a mission, graduate college and work as a registered nurse, travel to foreign lands and write music.  Everything I gained during those years has blessed me as a wife and mother.  And the husband I received in the end was well worth the wait! 

My husband and I dealt with years of infertility and miscarriages.  I was ready to multiply and replenish the earth, but God “prevented” me from obeying that commandment.  I had planned to have a child every two years, but all of them ended up either 18 months or 3 ½ years apart.  Eventually, however, we got five beautiful children.

In 2007 I found myself in a medically-induced coma in respiratory failure on a ventilator in ICU fighting for my life.  While in rehab I learned to walk again. That was certainly one of the more significant detours of my life that I hadn’t expected.  $250,000 in hospital bills and 3 months later I was back on track.  I wouldn’t have wished that experience upon my worst enemy, but I can honestly say it was the best things that ever happened to me.  It fundamentally changed who I am.  I wouldn’t trade it for anything.  How grateful I am for that unplanned detour.

My youngest brother graduated from Kansas State University with a Masters Degree in Public Relations.  Shortly thereafter, he informed us that he was going to apply to be a seminary teacher.  It wasn’t the career move I was expecting and it didn’t make a lot of sense, but I knew that my brother was in tune with the spirit and probably knew what he was doing.

A few months later, the seminary teacher position did not materialize and he was probably thinking, “Why was I prompted to follow this path?”  Interestingly enough, he was later hired by BYU Provo and BYU Idaho precisely because of the seminary teaching detour he had taken.  

In 2014 I attended Gale Lim’s Sunday School class.  He told a story about his friend Jim’s older sister and her husband who had submitted mission papers.  She suffered from severe rheumatoid arthritis and they had indicated that they could serve anywhere except where it was cold, as it would exacerbate her arthritis.  They received a mission call to Fairbanks, Alaska.  After talking with the bishop, they decided to turn down the calling.  They then resubmitted their papers and again indicated that they needed somewhere warm.  Again were called to Fairbanks, Alaska.  Again, they turned it down.  They submitted papers a third time and were called to Fairbanks, Alaska.  They accepted the call.  During the first week, at the first door they knocked, they found their daughter who had run away from home 30 years ago.  They had not had any contact with her at all.  

The Lord certainly works in mysterious ways.  We must keep in mind that “all things have been done in the wisdom of him who knoweth all things.” While it is important to plan one’s life and be anxiously engaged in a good cause, we must be open to the promptings of the Holy Ghost and constantly seek to know the Lord’s will.

If you look up “prayer” in the Bible Dictionary, it reads, “Prayer is the act by which the will of the Father and the will of the child are brought into correspondence with each other.  The object of prayer is not to change the will of God, but to secure for ourselves and for others blessings that God is already willing to grant, but that are made conditional on our asking for them.”  So how do we reconcile our will to God’s?

When I hear the word “reconcile” I immediately think of reconciling my checkbook with my bank statement to see if my records are accurate.  Over the years, I’ve noticed that if there is a discrepancy, it is almost always my fault, not the bank’s fault.  They are very smart. When I reconcile my will with the Lord’s will in prayer, I have to keep in mind that if there is a discrepancy between the two, it’s not the Lord who needs to alter his plans.  

There are only four reasons we would not accept counsel from God:

1. We know more than he does (what are the chances?)

2. We don’t trust him (What has He ever done that would make us not trust Him?)
3. We don’t think he understands us (He created you!)
4. We think he doesn’t love us or have our best interest at heart.  (He was willing to die for you!)
A few years ago my father passed away.  Like most recently widowed women, my mother was struggling to come to grips with her new reality.  She was carving out her new identity and wasn’t sure where she fit in and felt quite discouraged.  She visited our ward one Sunday and Jenny Curlee taught a lesson on finding joy in adversity.  The lesson really helped my mom a great deal.  One quote the teacher shared was wonderful.  She said she saw a plaque on a lady’s wall that said, “I feel much better now that I’ve given up hope.”  That quote is indeed true if you finish the sentence: I feel much better now that I’ve given up hope of following my own agenda.  I have finally submitted my will to the Lord’s will.  I feel at peace.

I love the lyrics of the song “Blessings” by Mercy River. I will share a few of them.

We pray for blessings, we pray for peace
Comfort for family, protection while we sleep
We pray for healing, for prosperity
We pray for Your mighty hand to ease our suffering
And all the while, You hear each spoken need
Yet love us way too much to give us lesser things

We pray for wisdom, Your voice to hear
We cry in anger when we cannot feel You near
We doubt your goodness, we doubt Your love
As if every promise from Your word is not enough
And all the while, You hear each desperate plea
And long that we’d have faith to believe

‘Cause what if your blessings come through rain drops
What if Your healing comes through tears
What if a thousand sleepless nights are what it takes to know You’re near
What if trials of this life are Your mercies in disguise

I’d like to close with one final story by Denise Jackson in her book, “It’s All About Him.”  

“I recently read a book in which the author used a metaphor that struck home with me, probably because I live with someone who is crazy about cars.  The phases of spiritual growth I’ve experienced over the last few years are like a journey down the road toward my future.

I’m at the wheel of my imaginary vehicle – let’s say it’s a white Mustang convertible – and Jesus is in the backseat.  This describes the relationship that I had with him for the first fifteen years of my marriage.  Even though in the back of my mind I knew He was there, I didn’t think about Him very much, nor did I consider His desires for my life.  I was tooling along, listening to the radio, chatting on my cell phone, distracted by many things, hoping I was headed in the right direction.  Sometimes I’d feel anxious, like I was driving in a fog and couldn’t see what was just ahead of me.  Other times I just got lost.

Maybe you’ve been in this situation.  You may have accepted Christ as Savior, but that decision hasn’t really affected your day-to-day decisions.  Or you may believe that God exists, but He seems irrelevant to your everyday experience.

As I became involved in Bible study and started going back to church regularly in the mid-1990’s, I began to really want to know the One I’d accepted as my Savior back when I was a child.  The more I got into the Scriptures, the more I realized that I truly wanted Him to direct my life.  I remembered what the Bible said about His will for me even before I was born.

So I invited Him to move to the front seat of my life’s imaginary car.  The passenger seat.

I wanted to be closer to Jesus and to hear what He had to say about the direction I was going.  I wanted His input, because I really did believe that His directions would be the best route for me.

But at the same time, I wasn’t ready for Him to have complete control.  I was going along just fine in my supposed fairytale life and was afraid that He might want me to head in an entirely different direction – one that might not be exactly what I had envisioned.  I didn’t want any bumpy or difficult roads.  As long as I was in control, I could listen to Christ but still make my own decisions, just in case He asked me to become a missionary to Africa.

We rolled along fine with me in the driver’s seat.  I was happy to have the renewed relationship with Him.  I tuned in to radio stations that He liked.  I loved the closeness and warmth I felt when He was with me.

But when Alan left, I couldn’t keep the car under control.  I had no idea which way to turn.  I was totally lost, and I ended up stalled out on the side of the road.  Finally I begged Christ to get in the driver’s seat, to take complete control.  I wanted Him to drive my life, no matter where He’d take me.  In the words of Carrie Underwood’s great song, I cried, “Jesus, take the wheel!”

This was scary, but absolutely freeing.  I no longer had to figure out where I was going or how I would get there.  To continue with the metaphor, Jesus put the top down, and now the wind blows through my hair.  Sometimes we stop and pick up people whose spiritual cars have broken down. It’s fun.  Life has become an open-ended adventure.

I have an idea about where He’s taking me on our journey together because I communicate with Him as a friend, but I don’t know everything that we’ll se or do along the way.  He doesn’t choose to tell me all the details about where we’re headed.  But that’s fine with me….because I trust Him.  I know He has great plans for me.  I know He has destinations in mind that I never would have been able to find on my own.  I’ve never felt more energized and alive than since I decided to go ahead and let Jesus drive!”

Our second daughter, Paige, was recently set apart as a full time missionary serving in Adelaide, Australia.  Before setting her apart, our wise stake president, Tracy Hawker, gave her some wonderful advice. He mentioned that after missionary candidates finish the application online, that last thing they do is press the “submit” button.  This final act literally says, “I’ll go where you want me to go. I’ll say what you want me to say.  I’ll do what you want me to do.” The sooner each of us presses the “submit” button in our own lives, the happier we will be.

 I testify to you that God lives.  I testify that he is keenly aware of us as individuals.  Nothing that has ever happened in the history of the world has been a surprise for Him.  He has a plan for each of our lives – a plan that will bring us greater eternal happiness than any plan we could possibly conceive on our own. I encourage us all to constantly seek to know and do his will, humbly submitting ourselves to Him.  In the name of Jesus Christ. Amen.
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